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	Bulletproof

**A/N: Okay, so I've rewritten this damn thing. Why? I wasn't happy with it. So this time I am going to write it how I truly see it. So get ready for a heavy dose of comedy and a lot of WTF moments. I would say I'm going to follow the episodes…well, to a degree I am, but not really. I'm taking this into my own hands and turning it into what I want. -Grins- This is a gift to one of my best friends/supporters A.J Scarlet (I'm not sure if she's ever watched it, but whatever). I hope she doesn't mind another little fic that showcases her character. ^_^'**

**Disclaimer: I own nothing but my OC's, the plot—that doesn't run with the show—and J.D belongs to A.J so kindly keep your paws off. Anyway, please do enjoy this folks.**

**o~O~o**

This wasn't how things were supposed to be. I know that. I understand that, but I still don't have to like it. But at the same time, I couldn't stop feeling guilty. Responsible. After all, I had been assigned to protecting the family and so far I had done a rather horrible job of it. All because I kept being given other missions on top of the current one. Yeah, makes it just a little bit hard to do what I'm supposed to be doing when other jobs keep being shoved in my direction.

Really annoying.

So it was with a very closed off expression as I watched the Governor make her way back over to the car. I was leaning forward against it, watching with a close eye as she had explained her proposition and then almost shook my head as I knew what the answer to it would be. Hell, I told her as much, but as always, no one wanted to listen to me.

"Didn't go for it did he?" I inquire quietly as she approached.

She sighed. "No, he didn't."

I shook my head. "I told you he wouldn't, Jameson." I look at her. "You're the one who didn't want to believe me."

She nods. "I know. You going to the funeral?"

I deliberately kept my expression neutral. "Haven't decided yet. After all, it is _my_ fault that there is even one to go to."

She gives me a sharp look. "What happened to John is not your fault, Kelsey. You know that."

Do I?

I glance sharply at her. "Yes," I hiss. "It is."

…

…

Some would find it hard to blend into the background at a funeral, but my father had taught me how to do so. I could go anywhere without being noticed only because I _didn't want_ to be noticed. So I had no trouble whatsoever in being in the background, watching the casket and trying my hardest not to cry.

I had known John and his family for years. Hell, the man had become like a second father to me when I had first come to the islands. Both he and his wife I adored. Their kids I know wouldn't remember me all that much since the whole point in protecting that family was that I needed to remain hidden. Of course, I had disappeared after John's wife had been killed. I think Steve was sixteen at the time, but I don't really remember. I know that I should, but at the time I was only concerned with finding the bastards responsible. I mean, I had been sent out on a mission in the tropics when that happened, but I still feel the heavy guilt of that.

John had always known that I felt responsible. No matter how many times I was told otherwise. I would never believe it anyway. Someone had known that I wasn't there and took advantage of that.

And again now that John's dead.

Someone had taken advantage that I hadn't been around to do anything about it. I'm pissed about that. I shall always be angry about that. I will always feel guilty. That will never change.

Clenching my hands tightly into fists, I'm glad for the sunglasses as they hide the fact that I am trying not to cry. I can feel the tears welling and have to tightly close my eyes to keep them back. No, I can't mourn now. Well, I can, but not yet. I need to find out what the hell happened. I need to find the bastard responsible and make sure they suffer because they damn sure don't deserve any quickness of death. Not after all of this bullshit. Not for what I'm sure John's family is going through right now.

Shaking my head, I try to focus. After all, John may be dead, but his son is still under my protection. So is his daughter now that I think of it, but she's not here right now. I do know that the rest of the pack are keeping an eye on her. Takes a load off my mind at least for the time being.

…

…

"Victor Hesse," Governor Jameson states as I lean against the wall in her office. "That's the name of the man who killed Steve's father."

Well, that's nice. Now I know who to look for.

My expression was closed off, but my eyes were dark with rage. "Do we know why he targeted John?"

"I believe it was to free his brother," she answers, keeping her tone light. She's known me long enough to know that my temper is not one to be trifled with. Not anymore.

I had become a lot colder to the world. For many reasons, none of which that I feel like explaining right at this moment.

My hands tighten into fists. I fight the urge to put my fist through the wall that I am currently leaning against. I can understand wanting to get back something that had been taken away from you, but this had been a little too well thought out in my opinion as Jameson informed me more of the details. Wonderful.

Why do I have the feeling that I know who is behind all of this? Honestly, I am hoping that I am wrong with this, but the feeling in my gut tells me otherwise.

…

…

Falling down onto the bed, I stare up at the ceiling, trying to ignore the knot in the back of my throat. I just want to cry uncontrollably, but I can't. I really do need to think things out before I have a breakdown. I don't need one of those. Maybe once this is all over I can have one, until then I'll just have to suck it all up.

Done it for years. I've got the scars to prove it too. Well, one.

After a moment, I get up and go over to the window, watching the waves of the ocean, allowing the calmness of the sea relax me into a more fit state. Hell at this point in time I think I could go surfing. Sure, I've got shit to do, but ya know what, I haven't seen my brother's wife in a bit and I know that she'll be thrilled to see that I am still alive. I know that I hadn't kept in contact with any of my family that were living here on the island like I should've, but the mission I had been sent on wouldn't give me a chance to do that. Thank the Gods I'm not married or else this would've been so much more stressful on my sanity.

Gathering up my gear, I head on down to where I know my brother's wife is at. After all, pack bonds are a lot more useful than cellphones. Trust me. Makes it so much easier to pass along information without any enemies finding out what you're up to. Hell, it's saved my ass more than a few times throughout the years.

…

…

I will say this right now that if there is a God that he—or she—has a really messed up sense of humor. I mean, I know that I am charged with protecting Steve, but that is supposed to be from a distance. Then again, how in the hell was I to know that he'd be here on the beach with some guy that I did not recognize and Chin? I mean, pack bonds will only let me know so much. Then again, I had gotten here before any of them did, but that's not the bloody point!

I mentally groan as Chin introduces Kono to the others. Yeah, thank heavens my brother isn't here right now or else there might be trouble. Trust me, he's really protective of his mate and doesn't like strange males anywhere near her. Any other time I'd find it all funny, but not right now. Not when I could hear my own wolf coming to the front. Shit. This isn't something that I needed to deal with right now. I've got enough on my plate at the moment thank you very much.

I stay sitting just a couple feet away, making sure that my shirt stays closed because I really do not feel like showing the giant scar that runs from the left side of my neck, down my chest and ending right in the middle of my stomach. Yeah. There's be too many questions that I honestly do not want to answer if anyone were to see that. Some things were best left in the dark. This is one of them.

I just stare and try my hardest not to tell the blonde detective, Danny I believe, that he needs to keep his hands to himself if he wants to remain in one piece. Would I get into trouble if I hit the guy? I mean, I would be doing my brother a service for warning off any males. Then again, I'd be assaulting an officer. Wait a minute…I can do that. Hell, there are certain rules for humans that I have to obey, but there's a secondary set for werewolves that are above the human ones that I have to adhere to as well. But that would mean having to reveal my little secret to the world. I'm not fond of doing that at all.

Getting up, I don't notice that the others are now looking at me, until I turn to say something to Kono. Uh, yeah, I feel a bug being examined under glass. That's not something I'm particularly fond of. It's rather uncomfortable. And right now it's giving me this urge to just runaway, hide or knock someone's lights out.

Oh, Gods, please let's not do a damn introduction because I honestly suck at those anymore. Not to mention I am not in the best of moods to be getting to know people. Of course, I don't realize that Kono has already introduced me. At least until she puts a hand on my shoulder, causing me to flinch a little and I note the concern in her eyes. Dammit. Something tells me that she's going to be telling this to my brother. Last thing in the world I need is for him to be worried about my unhappy ass.

"Are you all right, Kels?" she asks and I just know the others are staring. I can feel it.

I shake her hand off gently. "Other than feeling like I'm under inspection, just peachy." That came out a little more biting than it was meant to, but I am not feeling very pleasant right now.

I don't give anyone a chance to say anything as I walk passed. I needed to get the hell out of here before I did something really, really stupid. I wasn't supposed to have any contact with John's remaining family as a way to keep them safe—yeah, like it's done a great job so far—and as much as I would love to disregard my orders, I can't do that. All that damn training I'd gone through has been engrained into my system that sometimes I can forget that I'm capable of disobeying. Then again, now that I think of it, this had been a request, not an order.

Oh, that makes it all the worse.

Orders I can ignore as I've done it before, but a request is something that I can't turn away from. No matter how much I really would like to at the moment. Because right now I feel very much like a cold hearted bitch.

I don't care.

Ask me if I do. The answer won't be a surprise.

…

…

I managed to stay hidden as I followed the team around. And I must say when they set up Sang Min, I am anything but thrilled that they use Kono as bait. I swear that if anything happens to her I am going to kill Chin. And then myself because there is no way that my brother will let me live it down if something happens to his mate while he's gone. I know that I have to protect Steve, but that doesn't mean I have to neglect my obligations to the rest of my pack.

I can hear everything that's happening inside as I stand on the roof of the warehouse, looking inside and keeping my eyes on the bastard that's in charge. Oh, I will kill that scumbag if he so much as touches her. So naturally, when Sang Min does it takes all that I can to make sure that I don't do something really stupid that'll screw up this whole thing. I do not find this at all amusing and if I have my way I'd kill every single one of those fuckers. Thankfully, though, that isn't going to happen and I won't have to try explaining that to the Governor. That would be a really hellish meeting I'd like to avoid.

The only other reason why I don't burst in on the show right now is because I know for a fact that Kono can handle herself. Doesn't mean I have to like it because I don't. Not one damn bit.

However that changes the second that Sang Min orders Kono to strip. Oh, yes, someone is going to die, but before I have the chance to do that, she proves that isn't needed. And then a truck is driving right through the wall. Okay, I wasn't expecting that, but at least I don't have to reveal that I'm here too. I can just sit back, watch the show and do my job without compromising it. Good.

I almost laugh though when Kono tells them they're early. Oh, she's got nerve, but that's why my brother loves her so much.

_Cain so owes me,_ I think, stifling my giggles.

…

…

Walking into the office, I pause for a second as a very familiar scent wafts up my nose. Oh, man, you've gotta be kidding me? Please tell me that the man isn't in here because I will not be responsible for anything that I happen to do. I refuse.

I do breathe a little easier once I realize that no one but the Governor herself is in her office. Good.

I lean against the wall after closing the door because standing ramrod straight is something I've never been able to do and I'm not comfortable enough to sit. I'm technically this woman's bodyguard so sitting isn't a part of the job description—yeah, but for some reason I'm rarely used to protecting her so I probably could sit. Why am I thinking about this?

"So, what happened?" I inquire, keeping my tone neutral as always.

Jameson grins. "I just got that special tactics team."

"He agreed." It was a statement, not a question.

Jameson answers anyway. "Yes, he agreed."

I shake my head. "Let me guess, I'm still responsible for keeping him and now his team safe." It wasn't a guess.

"Yes, you are."

I never realized how much those words had sealed my fate. If I had, I don't know what I would've done.

**o~O~o**

**A/N: -grins widely- better, much better. Sure, I'm panicking since I don't know how people will feel about it, but I don't care. This is how I wanted to this story. And yes, I changed the ruddy name. Don't know if I mentioned that earlier, so I'm saying it now. I thought that this one was a lot better. Now, I can get to writing the rest of the story and then comfortably post each chapter at a convenient time. Anyway, please let me know what y'all think of it. Just be kind about it. XD**


End file.
